
The T rage die of 

Th»loum» tcmpeftof your home-bred hate, 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofe meetc, 

To plottc,contriue,or complot any iH, 

Gainft vs,our ftate, our fubiefts, or our land. 

JSul. I fweare. 

Mew. And I, to keepe all this. 

Tul Norfolke,fo fare as to mine enemie: 

By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One ofourfoules had wandred in the ayre, 

Banil'ht this frayle Sepulchre of our fleih. 

As now our fldh is banifht from this land. 

Confefle thy treafons ere thou fly the Realmc, 

Since thou haft farre to go,beare not along 
The cloging burthen ofa guiltiefoule. 

Mow^ No Bullin^brooke,if cuer I were traytour. 
My name be blotted from the Booke ofiife. 

And I from Heauen banilht, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I,do know. 

And all too foone(Ifeare) the King Ihallrew : 
Farewell (my Leige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue baclce to England, all thi world's my way. 

King. Vncle,euen in the glafles ofthine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeares 
Pluckt fourc away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcome home from banifhment. 

"Bui. How long a time lies in one little word? 

Foure lagging Winters,and foure wanton Springs, 
End in a word ; fuch is the breach of Kings. 

gaunt . I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mee* 
He fhortens fourc yeares of my Sonnes exilej 

But little vantage fhall I rcape thereby t 
For ere the fixe yeares that he hathtofpend 

Can change their moones, and bring their times about, 
My oyle-driedlampe, and time bewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age and endlcfle night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death t\ot let me fee my Sonne. 


And in the fentence,my owne lifedeftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fomc of you Ihould fay,' 

I was too ftrift to make mine owne away : 

But you gaueleaue tomy vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Ktng. Coofin fare well, and Vncklebid him fo; 

Sixe yeares we banilh him ,and he fhall go . 

tMu. Coofin farewell what prefence mu ft not know 
From where you do remain©, let Paper lho w, 
tJWar. My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thou hoard thy words. 
That thou rcturneft no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office Ihould be prodigail, 

To breath the abundant dolour of the Heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefeis but thy abfencefor a time. 

’Bui. Xoy aofent.griefe is prefent for that time. 
gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 
Bui. To men in ioy, but griefemakes one houre ten. 
Count. Callit a trauaUc that thou takft for pleafurc. 
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